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DEPARTMENT

Utilizing The Maine Hardwoods
Prepared by the Division of Forest Engineers

AINE’S forests are its great
est asset. No other resource
WHY not advertise our
has such a far reaching in
fluence on the welfare of its people.
hardwoods? We have
When Maine was first settled
an old and mature stand
practically the entire area was cov
of hardwoods that are go
ered with forests. After three hun
ing to waste.
dred years they still occupy some
15,000,000 acres or more than 75%
If a way can be found to
of the total land area of the State.
utilize these hardwoods ex
Due partly to the rapid decline of
tensively not only will new
the sawn lumber industry in Maine
a few people would have us believe
industry and additional re
that our supply of softwoods is
turns
be brought to the
vanishing and within a few years
State but the softwood
will be exhausted.
To people who are familiar with
situation will be benefited
the situation and are aware of the
as well
stand of soft wood per acre on our
lands the rate of growth and the
amount cut annually, such state
There are no estimates available
ments are ridiculous.
for the total stand but a significant
Much publicity, however, is given figure can be derived from the table
to the softwood situation, but we of timbered acreage on the following
hear very little concerning the sup page.
ply of hardwood which up to the
A good part of it lies on topog
present time has not been utilized raphy that makes it available for
to any great extent.
operating and are largely mature
What we designate as the yellow stands. If, however, we apply the
birch type of land, which covers one- state average of burn (which is 1-3
half of our forest area, has yielded of 1% per year), then in the last 75
some of our best softwood. If this years 25% of the hardwood areas
land is culled year after year for have been burned over, therefore are
softwood and the hardwood allowed young and putting on perhaps 4%
to remain the softwood growth is net increase per year or over 2,000,bound to be handicapped. It can be 000 cords.
readily seen by those who are fa
Utilization Now
miliar with silvicultural conditions
The
hardwood
cut from the wild
that the use of our hardwoods in
addition to bringing in new industry lands for the year 1922-23 as report
will increase our growth and produc ed by the State Assessors was about
41,750 cords. If the cut on the
tion of softwoods.

M

organized towns was twice as large
as the cut on the unorganized, then
we would . have not more than
130,000 cords. A large per cent of
this cut is birch spool wood and
poplar, the rest being mainly veneer
logs and lumber.

Advantages of Utilization
1— Revenue from now non-pro
ducing land.
2— Gives basis for higher set-up
value for Income Tax Assessment.
3— Experimental advantages in
learning best methods of operating
in hardwoods—which industry is
certain to develop in the future.
4— Silvicultural advantages of
operating so as to increase yield of
softwoods in mixed types.

Kind of Utilization Necessary
The industry using hardwoods
should:
1— be on a large scale
2— use all qualities, i. e. be com
plete utilization and yet be
3— profitable
The hardwood lumber of one of
Maine’s hardwood companies is at
a premium in the Boston market.
But only 10% of their consumption
goes into lumber. The veneer pro
ducts are profitable but only about
36% of their consumption goes into
veneer. That is, only 46% of the
consumption returns a profit, the
other products only paying their
way.
The railroad-tie industry has great
promise. Ties sawed from Maine
hardwood were pronounced first-

New occasions teach new duties —Lowell
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TABLE OF TIMBERED ACREAGE

Total timbered
50% yellow birch type
25% hardwood
25% black growth “

7,500,000 acres at 12 cords
3,750,000 “ at 20 “
3,750,100 “ at —
15,000,000 acres

class by Philadelphia & Reading
Railroad inspectors.
The growth of this market is in
dicated by the fact that the Phila
delphia & Reading Railroad would
buy 500,000 ties in Maine next year.
The New York Central has a con
tract for 850,000 ties to come from
Canada.
To supplement the manufacture
of these products, viz.: veneer, lum
ber, or ties, there must be a market
for the poor quality and for the waste.
A co-ordinated veneer and distilla
tion plant suggests the only line of
profitable development of the hard
wood industry on a large scale.
In the United States there were in
1921, last statistics available, 72
hardwood distillation plants, 34 of
which were in Pennsylvania, 11 in
Michigan and 16 in New York,
which are the nearest to Maine. Of
these plants, 59 were valued at less
than $100,000 each.
The average annual consumption
of New York plants was 3,691 cords,
the total cost to most mills being
between $15 and $20 per cord.
In Canada, the industry is con
trolled by one organization, the
Standard Chemical Company, Ltd.,
which holds 10 of the 12 plants. It
also controls the few refining plants.

15,000,000 acres
90,000,000 cords
75,000,000 “

165,000,000 cords

becoming more efficient, new pro
ducts are being developed.
Charcoal and wood alcohol are the
low priced products which are most
difficult to market.
The National Lumber Manufac
turers’ Association has announced
that a process has been developed
for briquetting charcoal at a cost of
$8 per ton, the product being equal
to the best hard coal.
Briquetting various substances for
fuel in United States increased 50%
in 1922 over 1921, last statistics
published.
The use of alcohol is rapidly in
creasing. The United States De
partment of Agriculture, and also
the English Government, has had
extensive research made in the uses
of alcohol, by special commission.
Henry Ford has a $35,000 plant for
making alcohol from straw. The
United States Industrial Alcohol
Company has a large plant for mak
ing a motor fuel with an alcohol base.

Markets of Derived Products
Some of the crude distillation
products are used in their original
form, as charcoal, wood gas, and tar,
but crude wood alcohol and acetate
of lime must be further manufac
tured, and are generally sent to cen
tral refining plants, though some of
the larger plants have their own
refineries.
The great demand for these pro
ducts during the war and just after
the war, developed other new and
cheap sources. But the multiplicity
of products and the rapidly increasing
new uses have enabled the industry
to survive. Improvements in proc
esses are being made, operation is
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Crawford’s Bear Story
T was a dull day on the Lake, and,
as is usual on such days, the
Piazza Club at the Rockwood post
office was busy discussing the ills of
the country and prescribing for
them. Business had been getting it
pretty hard and especially the rail
road that makes its terminal here.
Its errors and crimes of commission
and omission had been set forth with
considerable assurance and quite
evident satisfaction. It seemed to
be the generally accepted opinion
that shorter hours, more pay and
lower freight rates would solve the
difficulties complained of and would
create a more favorable situation
over night.
Henry hadn’t been saying a great
deal but he had been a very good
listener and when the conversation
had slackened off a little he drawled:
“Do you fellows believe that stuff?”
I’ll tell you, boys, I’ve always figured
that unless my employer can make
a reasonable profit on my labor he
will not be an employer very long.
Ever hear Crawford’s bear story?
“When Crawford was hunting on
Socatean he left his camp door open
one morning when he started out on
his line. It was a mild, pleasant day
in early winter with just a little snow
on the ground. When he came to
his first set he saw where a bear had
been caught in a trap. But being a
light trap it did not hold him. How
ever he left some hair and a bit of
hide in its jaws.
“Crawford took up the trail. It
led back to the camp and the tracks
stopped at the open door. Evidently
the bear had entered. Crawford
went quietly to a side window to
look in. Sure enough the bear was
inside. Crawford says that he was
sitting on a stool bathing the injured
paw in Johnson’s liniment.”

I

To get his wealth he spent his health,
And then with might and main
He turned around and spent his
wealth
To get his health again.

r'GI\|pCO''’
When in doubt, mind your own business
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The Lumber Industry on Penobscot Waters
By OSCAR S. SMITH

An Engineering Achievement
BOUT the time Maine became
a state, Massachusetts busi
ness men were becoming in
terested in the timber lands on the
Penobscot River as an investment.
The rapid development of the saw
mill industry, the ready markets for
their output, the rise in the price of
lumber, and the improving means of
transportation all contributed their
share to making the business a profit
able one. The old soldiers, the
schools and colleges, and other bene
ficiaries of the grants in state lands
were only too willing, for the most
part, to turn their lands into ready
money; the awakening interest in
the rapidly developing business on
the Penobscot brought them the
purchasers. A great many of these
investors continued to live in Boston
or some other Massachusetts city,
selling the stumpage of their lands
to the lumbermen who were on the
spot. One such investor was a
wealthy Boston merchant by the
name of Fisk, who, in partnership
with several men in Old Town,
bought a large tract in what is now
the town of Winn. It appears that
Mr. Fisk had in mind that the lum
ber business that he would develop
in this way could be turned over to
his sons when he should be too old
for it. The young men had no in
terest in timberlands on the far
away Penobscot other than to spend
the income derived therefrom; and
so the discouraged father began to
offer his lands for sale.
Mr. Fisk had a friend, David
Pingree of Salem, a man of large
financial interests, with whom he
often talked over his business affairs
and one day while they were talking
over the matter of the lands in Maine
a young man, a clerk in Mr. Pin
gree’s employ, overheard and be
etle interested in the subject. Hav
ing no money of his own, he under

A

took to interest his employer in the
purchase of the Fisk lands. He
succeeded to the extent of persuad
ing Mr. Pingree to loan him the
necessary money, secured upon a
mortgage on the property. The
young fellow moved at once to Ban
gor and began operations in lumber
ing. He was successful beyond his
dreams, for in a few years he became

of the interesting
stories of the Penobscot
River, too little known, is
the remarkable engineer
ing feat of the dams, locks,
and canal at Chamberlain
and Telos lakes* Remark
able in their resolution and
resourcefulness, the lum
bermen found an effective
way around a real difficulty
a man of wealth. Unfortunately for
him he did not stick to the business
which brought him to Maine; he
ventured into some kind of an in
vestment outside of lumbering, and
the partners with him in the venture
stripped him. He was unable to
carry his business further, and Mr.
Pingree found himself with the Fisk
lands upon his hands. He knew
nothing of lumbering, he was far
away from the land that he had
come so unexpectedly to own, the
problem greatly perplexed him.
A young man in Salem had drawn
attention to himself by an engineer
ing feat of such importance as to be
almost revolutionary. Mr. Pingree
knew and liked the young fellow.
To him was intrusted the task of

going to Maine to look over and re
port upon the lands on the Penob
scot. Mr. Coe went about the job
as he did all things, thoroughly. He
came to Bangor, engaged guides and
proceeded to the township up river;
he even went farther up the river
and explored. It was a sight to
behold, the almost limitless supply
of giant white pine extending, so the
guides told him, without end to the
north. He talked with mill owners
and lumbermen and went back to
Salem to advise Mr. Pingree not to
sell his lands, but to hold them and
to purchase more. They entered
into a partnership, Mr.,Pingree fur
nishing the money, Mr. Coe putting
into it his training and work. In
the years that followed, a large estate
was acquired through the younger
man’s enterprise and management.
It becomes important at this point
to turn our attention up-river.
Chamberlain Lake lies in the middle
of one of the greatest strips of tim
berland in the State, if not in the
world. But it drains off to the north
through a succession of lakes and
thoroughfares which go to form the
Allagash River, which in turn goes
into the St. John. The St. John
River after leaving the boundary
flows through Canadian soil; and so,
any lumber put into the waters just
mentioned must go by the long
route to Canadian mills and be
shipped from Canadian ports. Be
fore Mr. Coe’s day, lumbermen had
overcome this by hauling logs into
Eagle and Churchill Lakes, booming
them down the lakes the following
summer, taking them out of the
water and in the next winter hauling
them across country and landing
them in East Branch waters. This
was expensive and could be done
only on a limited scale. Mr. Coe
was a man to think in big things. He
conceived a new plan, and it almost

The man who wakes up and finds himself famous hasn’t been asleep

The Northern

Page six

went into execution. Umbazookskus Lake, which is West Branch
water, is separated from Mud Pond,
which is near Chamberlain and
empties into it, by less than two
miles of low lying land in which

was going on. The next move was
a dam at the foot of Chamberlain,
which was constructed so as to give
the natives some more food for re
flection; it was so arranged as to
make it possible to run logs up

The Dam at Chamberlain is still in use

there is no height-of-land or water
shed. It was proposed to dig a canal
from Mud Pond into Umbazookskus
and, by damming Chamberlain, flow
the lake into the West Branch; in
this manner taking the Chamberlain
lumber into the Penobscot. It was
Mr. Coe’s engineering skill and
training that prevented this scheme
from being carried out, and proposed
yet another and bigger plan to
accomplish the same thing on a
larger scale.
The real head of Chamberlain
Lake is a small body of water con
nected by a thoroughfare with the
main body. It has, however, a sepa
rate name, Telos Lake. Between
this lake and the nearest water of
the East Branch, which is Webster
Lake, hardly more than a mile apart,
runs a gorge, so low as to suggest
that there is some truth in the Indian
legend that in former times Cham
berlain flowed into the Penobscot.
At the head of this gorge, several
rods from the head of Telos, a dam
was built, high and dry from the
water of the lake. The old lumber
men did not think that he was crazy,
they knew him better than that, but
they were unable to explain what

stream and into the lake, rather than
out. Suited to the purpose in the
mind of the engineer is the formation
of the land at the outlet of the lake;
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was built. Going down in the Allagash, some distance below the foot
of Churclfill Lake they constructed
still a fourth dam. It was the lay of
the land about Chamberlain Lake
that made this engineer’s plan pos
sible of realization. The mud-sill in
the dam at Telos was fourteen inches
lower than that in Churchill though
the distance separating them is some
where about twenty-five miles. With
the construction of the above de
scribed dams, the engineering part
of the plan was complete; but it
remained to see if the thing would
work. Experience proved that it
would. The dam at the foot of
Churchill Lake raised the water so
that it flowed back into Eagle Lake
and still farther back into the stream
that connects Eagle and Chamberlain.
The logs that were landed in the
lower lakes were thus floated
up beyond the dam in the stream
just below the dam at Chamberlain.
When the pool between these two
dams was full of logs the dam in the
stream closed, shutting in the logs;
then the dam above was opened so
that the waters from Chamberlain
poured into the pool thus formed till

The old Dam at the foot of Churchill Lake is a wreck.
unobstructed at the present time

the stream runs for some distance
between high banks on both sides,
worn out no doubt by the rushing of
the current at the flood season in the
spring. A quarter of a mile below
the Chamberlain dam, on the stream
between the high banks, a third dam

The channel is

the water there was at the level of
the water in the lake above. The
logs thus caught and elevated to the
level of Chamberlain were poled into
the lake and boomed across to the
head of Tel os. The water having

Co-operate rather than coerce—John B. Rutledge

{Continued on page 9)
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“Old Spearhead” (jets the Mail
By an OLD TIMER

N 1910 we were situated in a log
ging camp which was then con
sidered as being the “jumping off
place?’ Mail reaching us twice a
month was considered often; news
papers were so few and far between
that they were things to hide and
scrap about. Now it happened that
an old Indian wandered into camp
who didn’t seem particular about
working in the woods. He was per
fectly content to hang around, eat
and sleep. “Bumming” chews of
Spearhead from the boys was his
chief activity and in time he became
known as “Old Spearhead.”
During the course of the winter
we became snowed in for quite a long
spell. The telephone lines were
down and the mail hadn’t been in
for some few weeks. The boys be
came restless and discontented with
the long seige,—nothing to do and
nothing to read to pass the time
away. One day somebody suggested
going after the mail which would
mean a trip of 30 miles on snowshoes,
but the boss would not listen to it, so
far as allowing one of the crew to
make the trip. Some suggested that
we all chip in and pay the Indian to
go, knowing he had a natural sense
of woodcraft and that he was expert
with the racquettes. When we put
it up to him he willingly started off
with the understanding that he
. would be back the following after
noon at the latest.
The following afternoon came and
dwindled into evening but there was
no sign of Old Spearhead with the
mail. Not knowing what could be
detaining him we decided to eat our
supper and if by the time we had
finished he hadn’t put in an appear
ance we were going to start out hunt
ing for him. Supper was finished
and still Old Spearhead was con
spicuous by his absence, so several
of the men, four if I remember cor
rectly, as there were only four pairs
of snowshoes in the camp, started
out. The rest of us sat around the
fire airing our opinions as to whether

I

the Indian was or was not lost,
whether he had left the settlement
with the mail or had remained there
for some reason. Around nine o’clock
we saw the lanterns flickering down
the road—it had started to snow
again—and finally we heard three
shots from a rifle—a call for help—
so we all rushed out to meet the
rescue party.
Sure enough they had Old Spear
head and they were carrying him as
if he were dead. And so he was,
dead drunk, and snoring away as
happy as could be. I asked the
scaler later for the particulars, as he
was a member of the rescue party
and this is what he said:
“We followed the tote road for a
couple or three miles when we saw a
dim flickering of light off to one side
and on investigating we found Old
Spearhead propped up against a
windfall. He seemed asleep but we
observed him reach out his hand and
in a wandering sort of way put some
thing on the little blaze in front of
him. Then he reached out with the
other hand and put a bottle to his
lips and drank of its contents. Seeing
that he was alive and apparently all
right we marched into the light of
his fire and when he saw us he only
asked for a chew of Spearhead, but
before anyone
could grant
his favor he
slumped down
and went to
sleep for fair.
Investigating
his actions, we
found asquare
bottle which
at one time
had contained
liquor which
he had prob ab 1y
purchas
ed at the
settle
ment
with

The weakest among us has a gift
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the money we gave him for making
the trip. On his way back he had
partaken too freely and got weak in
the knees so he had decided he must
rest, and in resting he further de
cided he must have a fire and in
building this fire he had used some
of the mail for kindling and when
ever the fire got low he would put
on another letter or a paper or a
magazine whichever his groping
hand happened to grasp first. When
we found him he was taking the
last drink left in the bottle and he
was also putting about the last of
the mail on the fire. Nobody knows
what was in that pack of mail. There
were no papers for us to read and
letters to answer.
What a change has come to pass
in a few years. We are now fur
nished with daily papers and an
abundance of magazines and there
is no chance of the men in the woods
running up against such an ex
perience again. With perfect roads
kept open by tractors and plows,
even in the worst of winter weather
and with the mail delivered to
official mail carriers in U. S. mail
sacks, there is no operation too far
from a post office to receive its mail
regularly. We old SHANTY BOYS
can appreciate what this company
has done and we are for her all the
time.

Man is a Failure
When he values success more than
character and self-respect.
When he does not try to make his
work a little better each day.
When he becomes so absorbed in
his work that he cannot see that life
is greater than work.
When he lets a day go by without
making some one happier and more
comfortable.
When he tries to rule others by
bullying instead of example.
When he loves his own plans and
interests more than humanity.
When his friends like him for what
he has more than for what he is.
When he envies others because
they have more ability, talent or
wealth than he has.
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The Manager Speaks
From time to time we hope our
paper may be used by the manager
as the official organ of the company.
Mr. Gilbert sends this statement:
Following is a list of operations
for the coming season:

Appreciation
We trust the story “Old Spearhead
gets the Mail” meets with as much
appreciation as we think it deserves.
The spirit in which it was sent is ad
mirable though we should like to be
acquainted with the person who can
do such good work. That others
may follow a good example we quote
from the letter that included the
story:
“Speaking for several others as
well as myself, I wish to say that the
August ’24 issue of the Northern is
fine. We hope to see it continue so
and if more of the fellows will come
across with their bit, the same as
John Morrison with his story ‘A
Case of Buck Fever,' there is no
reason why our book cannot con
tinue to be a success.
“Now speaking of John’s story,
there must be several of the ‘Old
Timers’ still in the company who
in the past have experienced one or
more queer or unusual happenings
in their woods career which if put
into our paper as a story would make
good reading.
“For example: your article ‘Peri
odicals’ on page twelve calls to my
mind an experience (see the story on
page 7) which when compared with
the service we get today should have
a tendency to make the up-river
folks appreciate more highly what
the company through the Social
Service Division has done for them
in this one respect alone.”

Kineo’s Profile
Our August cover design was the
work of Mr. Milford Baker of Bing
ham. Mr. Baker is prepared to fur
nish copies of this picture suitable
for framing. People desiring copies
of the Field Day pictures may secure
them by writing to him at his studio
at Bingham.

Kennebec
Spencer Pond Operation 10,000 cds.
Fred Gilbert, Contractor
William Stream Operation 10,000 “
J. P. Hayes, Supt.
Gen. Superintendent, Kennebec
George L. O’Connell
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of articles under the general title of
“The Lumber Industry on Penob
scot Waters” with “An Engineering
Achievement.” Two woods stories
appear anonymously, “Old Spear
head Gets the Mail” and “Craw
ford’s Bear Story.” The Northern
Club Field Day is written up by Mr.
Flynt, associate editor. The North
ern News was sent in by representa
tives of each point included in the
news section this month. The poem
“Trees” deserves special mention. It
has genuine merit and we expect
great things of a young lady who can
produce such a poem before com
pleting high school. We wish to
thank Miss Fletcher for her con
tribution. Mr. R. L. Clough sent
in the story “Corrigan, Teamster”
which is reprinted from the “Pycolog”, Parker-Young’s Magazine.

Railroad Operations
E. J. Briggs, contractor 20,000 cds.
Ashland Operation
40,000 cds.
T. S. Ranney, Supt.
Grindstone Operation
20,000 cds.
R. L. Clough, Supt.
Browntown Operation
7,000 cds.
A Request
W. J. Curran, Contractor
T. A. R. 7
300cds. The policy of renting books from
John Powers, Contractor
the State Library has been discon
T. A. R. 7
700cds.tinued. A considerable number of
Henry Powers, Contractor
these books are still in circulation.
The superintendent of the Social
West Branch Penobscot
Service Division would appreciate
Lobster Operation 4,000 cds. unlet the aid of all who would send
In making this important an these books to him at Greenville or
nouncement our chief wishes all a collect them and turn them over to
prosperous season in the woods in him whenever he visits points where
the words of an old French Canadian these books are found.
trapper:
“May you always have a safe tent
Labor Day at Seboomook
and no sickness as you journey. May
Following is the program of events
you always have a cache for your
for Labor Day at Seboomook, Mon
provisions and provisions for your
day, September first: 100 Yard Dash
cache. May you never find a tree
for Men; 100 Yard Dash for Ladies;
that will not yield her sap, or a field
Three Legged Race; Potato Race
that will not grow grain. May your for Ladies; Tug of War, East Side
bees never freeze in winter. May vs. West Side Moosehead Lake;
their honey be rich and heavy, and Double Canoe Race; Single Canoe
may the comb crush in your teeth Race; Rifle Shoot; Swimming Race;
like the new frozen snow. May you Greased Pole Climbing Contest over
have hearts like the morning, and water; Baseball game, Grant Farm
may you come slow to the four cor vs. Seboomook. Boat leaves Lily
ners where man says ‘Good Night.’ ” Bay 8 A. M., Kineo Station 9 A. M.,

Who’s Who in This Issue

arriving at Seboomook at 11 o’clock.

We are glad to present in this
issue an article on “Utilizing the
Maine Hardwoods,” prepared by
the Division of Forest Engineers.
Mr. O. S. Smith concludes his series

LANE—Margaret Bowen, daughter of Mr.
and Mrs. Andrew P. Lane, 49 Sargent
Street, Dorchester, Mass. Funeral ser
vices at St. Paul’s Church, Dorchester,
Monday, July 28, at 10 a. m.

Do today thy nearest duty—Goethe

September 1924

Lumber Industry on Penobscot
(Continued from page 6)

been raised by the dam at the foot
of Chamberlain, now stood high on
the dam that had been built far
above the water of the old lake. A

The Northern
lands too far up the waters of the
Allagash to take advantage of this
new plan, their logs must go down
that river to the St. John. The water
diverted to the Penobscot left their
driving supply too low in the spring

The old log sticking from the bank shows all that is left of the
old Lock Dam on Eagle Lake Stream

passage had been cut from the dam
through to Webster Lake, and when
the gates were opened the water
poured down the passage and cut a
channel through the rocks and
stumps to the lake below. Thus the
water from the three great lakes
above was turned from the Allagash
into the East Branch of the Penob
scot; and hundreds of millions of feet
of logs that otherwise must have
been driven down the Allagash and
the St. John were turned down the
waters to the mills at Old Town and
Orono.
The story of the Penobscot is one
of disputes and law suits from the
beginning. The men first on the
spot worked out their problems as
best they could; more recent comers
who crowded in to get a place for
themselves, were obliged to break
into the prearranged plans, then the
dispute arose. Furthermore, there
was little or no precedent in law for
the settling of such controversies for
the work was new and there had
been no call for rulings on these
points which now arose to perplex
the disputants and the court. There
were Maine lumbermen who owned

for their work. They protested
against the dams, but they were
there and once there were likely to
be used until the courts ruled against
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north woods were resolute and re
sourceful men, and something was
likely to occur when obstacles were
presented. One spring the water
was low on the start of the drive
down the Allagash; it got lower and
the drive was at a standstill while
just above them in Chamberlain was
an abundance of water which the
men thought rightfully belonged to
them.
At the direction of the boss, two
men took upon their shoulders a
supply of food and a quantity of
dynamite and made their way
through the woods to the outlet of
Chamberlain Lake and placing the
explosives under the dam, blowed a
hole there sufficient to let through
a flow of water that took the drive
out into the St. John. These men
had at last made an argument that
would be understood. From that
day the war was on. Canada then
came into the controversy and from
that time to the present the matter
is in an unsettled state. In the
course of time the dam, and the ones
that have been rebuilt have been
dynamited by men who, like the first
to do it, wanted the water for driv

The Dam at Telos, still in use

them. The contest was long and
furious. The canal and locks, with
the necessary dam construction, was
authorized by an act of the Maine
legislature, and so the laboring oar
was in the hands of the Allagash
men. These early lumbermen in the

A small pot is soon hot

ing. The conditions have so changed
that the matter has no importance
except as an international contro
versy. The problem of getting lum
ber into the East Branch was effec
tively settled a few years ago by the
(Continued on page 15)
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Aroostook County

Chesuncook Dam

At Ashland Mr. Ranney is repair
ing the tote road between Ashland
and Musquacook, preparatory to
opening an operation in that section.
E. L. O’Connell is clerking the job
and has John Mortell for timekeeper.
Work of stacking wood has been
completed at Washburn.
About
20,000 cords were stacked at the rate
of 400 or 500 cords per day over the
two electric driven conveyers.
Mr. Mooney has closed company
operations at Monticello. The read
ing room has also been discontinued.
The work of stacking wood is now
in progress at Grindstone.
About four and one-half miles of
road is completed with one and onehalf miles yet to finish. Mr. Purcell,
foreman of road construction crew,
was obliged to leave his work on
account of illness.
The forest fire which has been
burning on Browntown is reported
as being out. The fire burned over
only a small area and did very little
damage.

Mrs. Henry Pelky and son Gilbert
of Island Falls are having their vaca
tion here with Mr. Pelkey.
An addition to the Chesuncook
Dam Cottage is being made which
will double its size.

Rice Farm
Mr. and Mrs. A. I. Mann attended
Field Day at Lamoine. Mrs. A.
Matheson and her sisters, Misses
Mary and Dorothy McDermott,
also went in Mr. Mann’s car.
Mrs. Georgie Neal was cooking
the month of July at the Rice Farm.
Mr. Mann’s crew moved to Stone
Dam for a few weeks.
Mr. A. Matheson was in Bangor
for a few days.

Ripogenus Dam
Mr. Arthur Simmons and his son
Junior went to Old Town and Milli
nocket on a vacation in August.
Miss Josephine Hartwell of Old
Town visited Miss Mary Simmons
ten days in August.

Greenville
The town is very proud of the
condition of its road since the recent
repairs have been made and the tar
added to keep down the dust.
Mr. Pratt has vacated the com
pany house at the village and Mr.
Hempstead, superintendent of the
Social Service Division, will move in
as soon as the repairs now being
made are completed.

Grant Farm
Grant Farm was honored by a
visit from Mrs. Fannie Hardy Eckstorm this month. She is well known
as the author of “The Penobscot
Man,” a book which has had
a wide circle of readers in Maine and
which is to be put out in a new
edition this summer with an added
chapter or two.
Mrs. Eckstorm’s
knowledge of river men and their
stories came through contact with
them on the many long trips she took
with her father who was one of the
great lumbermen of a generation ago.
In visiting the West Branch territory
after an absence of thirty years she
found many changes. Grant Farm
and the roads to it were far from the
picture of her memory. Up by Ripo
genus dam she found conditions
changed even more for many of her
old camping sites were under water.
George Fox, telephone operator at
Grant Farm, returned from his vaca
tion August 3.
Miss Annie Fox with her sister
Marjorie hiked to Spencer Mountain
recently and spent two days with
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Mr. and Mrs. Earl Keller. They
reported an excellent time.
About thirty of Camp Allagash
boys are spending two weeks at
Ragged Lake Dam.
The baseball game here drew a
large crowd from both sides of the
lake; although Brosnahan’s boys
beat us 6 to 3, we are looking for
a return game at Seboomook to
even up the score. Our boys are
now hard in training and we expect
to go over strong next game.
The Grant Farm Garage is now
open doing repair work. Bill Patter
son and Robert Moore are looking
after this work.
Mr. J. L. Clark is acting as assis
tant clerk at Seboomook at present.
Mr. N. L. Hersey has had his crew
cutting hay.
L. C. Atkins is painting here.
Frank Schoppe, Clerk Chesuncook
dam, played with the Grant Farm
team against Seboomcok. George
Price, clerk at Rip dam, is more in
terested in John R. Braden, “Presque
Isle’s star trotter,” than baseball, so
we did not have him on our team.
We hear Chesuncook has an all
star nine. We shall have to challenge
them for a game.
Ray Cripps, lineman, and John
O’Brien have left for western Cana
da. We all wish them success.
Frank McCormack has moved his
family to the farm and is tenting
with them not far from the office,
for the summer.
BASEBALL
GRANT FARM

vs.

SEBOOMOOK

Grant Farm
Seboomook
Casey p
Sargent p
Pickett c
State c
Johnston lb
Sargent lb
Flynn 2b
McLeod 2b
Lowe 3b
Willette 3b
Pearson rf
O’Brien rf
Buckley ss
Coltart ss
Brackett If
Cripps If
Schoppe cf
Ryder cf
A. B. Chaplin and H. J. Lovejoy, umpires.

Good deeds ring clear through heaven like a bell—Dickens

The Northern

September 1924

At the end of the fourth inning
neither side had scored; at the end of
the fifth Seboomook had 3 scores to
their credit and Grant Farm 1; in
the sixth inning Seboomook added
two more; in seventh and eighth no
scores; in the ninth Seboomook
added 1 and Grant Farm 2, making
final score 6 to 3, in favor of Se
boomook.
Casev, Grant Farm pitcher, did
wonderful work and very few hits
were made; Mitchell relieved him in
the fifth inning but the Seboomook
boys had got warmed up and began
to find the ball. The Grant Farm
boys could not dope out Sargent’s
line of pitching until the fifth inning
when they also began to hit the
curve pitched balls.
Brosnahan’s Boys and McCor
mack’s “Tigers” did excellent work,
and they have the stuff to make big
league ball players.

Bangor Office
John H. McVey and Miss Stella
I. Landry were united in marriage
on July 23, 1924, in Dalhousie, New
Brunswick. They made the trip
from Bangor by automobile and are
now at home at 78 Larkin Street,
Bangor, Maine. The boys extend
their congratulations, John.
Webster L. Brown is sojourning
in Milford, Maine. We don’t like to
say too much about Webster now.
Horace Mower tells us that spuds
are coming good up in Aroostook.
He spent his vacation up in that
country.
Charles Ambrose of the Paymas
ter’s Department is taking a sight
seeing tour through Massachusetts,
New York and New Jersey.
William Praught has returned
from Charlottetown, P. E. I. Seems
good to get home once in a while,
doesn’t it, Bill?
Charles S. Holden of the Pay
master’s Department is substituting
in Mr. Murray’s office this summer.
David Cronin motored to Quebec
in July with a party of friends from
Bangor.
F. F. Comber says that he toured
Maine and New Brunswick on his
vacation. Some say he went by
aeroplane. Some speed to that boy.

A. E. Kavanough has resigned
from the Wood’s Auditing Depart
ment and accepted a position with
the Bangor Motor Company.

Chesuncook
Since June 14, regular services
have been held in Chesuncook Com
munity Church with a good attend
ance. Mr. Y. H. Hadidian, student
pastor, will return to his studies at
Hartford Theological Seminary
about the middle of September.
Rev. Mentivier, a Catholic Mis
sionary priest from Providence, and
Dr. J. Heller, a Jewish Rabbi from
Cincinnati, spoke in the church by
the invitation of the minister, when
they stopped at Chesuncook on their
summer trip. Both gave helpful
talks.
The newspaper men from Boston
and New York who stopped at Che
suncook House for dinner handed to
Uncle Ans thirty dollars to be used
as he sees fit for the need of the
church.
A community picnic was held at
Cunningham Brook. Except a few
who had to attend immediate duties
or had just excuses, almost everyone
in the community was out for the
picnic.
Canoeing, games, swim
ming and refreshments made up the
items of the days’ program. All had
a pleasant time.

Rockwood
Mrs. Thompson of Bangor while
visiting at the Kineo Boarding house
spent a very pleasant day with Mrs.
Chaplin at the Ten Mile Plant. Mrs.
Murphy accompanied Mrs. Thomp
son. Both reported a very enjoyable
trip. Mrs. Murphy, who at one
time lived at this point, speaks very
highly of the recent inprovements
made there.
Mr. A. R. Cochrane of the Kineo
Harness Shop spent two weeks of
July in Vermont visiting relatives.
The Cochranes have been enter
taining a young friend, Clarence
Stacy, of Saugus, Mass. Clarence
is to tell, when he goes back, whether
or not Rockwood is a dead place.
We wish we might hear his report.
Miss Claire E. Chapman. Mansion
House, South Poland, Maine, and
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her sister, Mrs. W. H. Doherty, have
been visiting their parents, Mr. and
Mrs. H. N. Chapman. Mr. and Mrs.
Doherty motored from Reading, Pa.
Mrs. Gertrude Bickford of Pittsfield
was also a recent guest at the Chap
man home.
The stable has been closed and
the horses transferred to Ten Mile
Plant.
George McEachern is located here
while running the motor boat,
Ricochet.
Manager Gilbert and his family
spent part of August at Rockwood.
Dr. and Mrs. Charles Pottberg of
Philadelphia are visiting their daugh
ter, Mrs. A. G. Hempstead.
Louis Murphy, who has been
working in the harness shop during
the summer, has gone to Massachu
setts for his vacation.

Pittston
Mr. F. W. Cram of Bangor ac
companied by Mr. K. M. Hager of
New York were recent guests at the
Farm House. They reported having
found some very good fly-fishing on
the South Branch.

Forty Mile
Mr. Harry J. Severance has a crew
here putting a concrete foundation
under the garage. Mrs. Severance
returned to Bangor after having
visited here for a week.
John O’Brien, who until recently
served as clerk here, has left the
employ of the company.

Seboomook
A party of boys from Flying Moose
Lodge, East Orrington, passed
through here en route to St. John’s
Pond from whence they were to take
the St. John trip.
Mr. and Mrs. Adrian Murphy
accompanied by Adrian Jr., have
returned from a two weeks auto
mobile tour in Massachusetts.
A. L. Kinney of the Seboomook
Store House clerical force has sev
ered his conncetions with the com
pany.
We all join in the general rejoic
ing that at last the road on this side
of the lake is open since the work on
Socatean bridge is completed.

Trouble never dodges anyone who is looking for it
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The Northern Club Celebrates 10th Annual
Field Day At Lamoine Beach
IELD Day with the Northern
Club is the red letter day of the
year and Thursday, August 7,
was no exception to the rule. It was
the tenth annual and was held at
Lamoine Beach, at Shore Acres—the
place where good eats abound and
where life, laughter and sunshine
combine to make up a day of pleas
ant memories; of acquaintanceships
begun and old friendships renewed.
During the early part of the morning
the weather man frowned, glowered
and threatened, sending out a smoke
screen of heavy, driving fog to try
to keep timid ones at home.
But Northern folk come of hardy,
pioneer stock and it takes more than
a fog bank to keep ’em at home. So
they came—in Fords, trucks and
limousines to line up along the road
side just as old Sol sent down a
warm “howdy” message of welcome.
Ira Barker, president of the North
ern Club, and his fellow officers were
on hand early to greet arrivals with
banter and good cheer; while Charles
Curtis, of gracious mien and kindly
smile, was business personified in his
official capacity as master of
ceremonies.
The committee distributed at
tractive four-page programs bearing
on the cover an excellent half-tone
likeness of Mr. Fred Gilbert stand
ing in a characteristic attitude with
his little daughter in his arms. Be
neath the picture were the words,
“Just Pals.” Many expressions of

F

regret were voiced that Mr. and
Mrs. Gilbert were not present.
The sun was pelting down its
fierce hot rays when Charles an
nounced in a stentorian voice, “Al
ready for the 100-yard dash,” and
the day had begun.
The athletic contests were all
clean, fast sport, watched with eager
interest and enjoyed by all. The
favorites were lustily cheered by
their supporters and rivalry was
intense. Fred Covell was the starter,
Wm. Murray the scorer, and W. B.
O’Connor and Clifford Kenney the
judges. The winners follow:
100-yard dash—Forrest Comber, oil skin
coat; P. A. Higgins, hunting knife.
50-yard dash—ladies—Eleanor Thomp
son, large flashlight; Edith O’Connor, re
ceipt book.
Shotput—E. E. Brown, auto clock; F. F.
Comber, steel fishing rod.
Baseball throw—ladies—Elizabeth Hark
ness, thermos jar; Virginia Doane, address
book.
Broad jump—Thurston Thompson, safety
razor; Harry Murray, pencil.
Potato race—ladies—Mrs. E. E. Brown
flash-light; Elizabeth Harkness, thermos
bottle.
220-yard dash—Harry Murray, bamboo
fishing rod; P. A. Higgins, sport belt.
50-yard dash—girls—Miss Shehan, tennis
racquet; Miss McPhee, memo book.
50-yard dash—boys—James McPhee,
baseball; Edward Gibbons, baseball; Wil
liam Wright, lantern.
CONCERNS DONATING TO FIELD

Miller & Webster Clothing Co.
Dan T. Sullivan
Bacon Printing Co.
T. R. Savage Co.
Arthur Chapin Co.
Snow & Nealley Co.
Haynes & Chalmers Co.
Rice & Miller Co.

DAY

At the close of the field events the
entire party of 250 sat down at long
tables in the big tent to partake of
a sumptuous shore dinner prepared
and served as only “Sherm” Douglas
knows how to do it.
That it was a culinary triumph
even for “Sherm” was attested by
the mountains of clam and lobster
shells that remained, almost out
rivaling those prehistoric mounds of
Indian origin at Pemaquid.
Miller’s orchestra, interpolating
vocal selections, provided enjoyable
music during dinner and also played
for the dancing in the afternoon and
evening.
DINNER
Fish Chowder
Fillet of Sole—Tartar Sauce
Lettuce
Steamed Clams—Drawn Butter
Whole Lobster
Potato Chips
Drawn Butter—Green Peas
Coffee
Cream Cake
Ice Cream
Milk for the Kiddies
Crackers
Pickles

Following the dinner the entire
company lined up on the beach for
a picture. After that everyone en
joyed a good social time visiting
with one another, laughing, bantering
and reminiscing. The old-timer’s
club held an informal get-together to
swap yarns and tell stories on each
other. Although a little camera-shy
at first, the older members of the
Northern family finally consented to
have their pictures “took,” and
these will some day be the most
{Continued on Page 14)

Getting hot under the collar doesn’t help you to get up steam
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THE YOUNGER ONES

THE OLDER ONES

The fellow who pulls on the oars doesn’t have time to rock the boat
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coveted souvenirs of that long-to-beremembered day.
The big event was the ball game
between the Woods and the Office
teams. It was good baseball, too,
what there was of it, for the weather
man’s indisposition finally prevailed
and the game was called off at the
fifth inning with the score 5 to 1 in
favor of the Woods. Great rejoicing
by the “up-rivers.
Office
Woods
Comber
lb
Johnson
McVey
cf
Schoppe
Smith
3b
Willard
Brown
c
Coltart
Huntington
Sargent
P
Gilpatrick
2b
Casey
O’Connor
rf
O’Brien
Thompson
If
Martell
Higgins
ss
White
0 0 1 1 3— 5
Woods
0 1 0 0 0—1
Bangor
Base hits, Gilpatrick, Brown, Coltart,
Wood. L. E. Fowles and I. W. Barker,
umpires. W. B. O’Connor, scorer.

The inclemency of the weather
served to make indoors all the more
attractive, and the merry-makers
crowded the pavilion to its full
capacity to enjoy the dancing until
the call for supper at 6 o’clock.
The following menu was enjoyed
while the rain pelted on the big tent
and the drops came through and
beat tattoos on the tables:
SUPPER
Lobster Salad
Sliced Tomatoes
Sliced Cukes
Chicken Salad
Parker House Rolls
Potato Chips
Fruit Salad
Coffee
Cream Cake
Ice Cream

With evening came dancing again
and the distribution of prizes then
lights out and all that was left of a
wonderful day was a pleasant mem
ory and the ride back home.
PRIZE WINNERS OF DANCING
Prize Foxtrot—Paul E. Gilpatrick, neck
tie and hose; Mrs. Paul E. Gilpatrick, elec
tric curling iron.
Prize Old Fashioned Waltz—G. B. Burr,
fish reel; Mrs. G. B. Burr, silver cake set.

“The rich,” said a Jew, “eat veni
son because it ish deer; I eat mutton
because it ish sheep.”

Be a live wire and you won’t get
stepped on; it is the dead ones that
are used for floor mats.
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Corrigan, Teamster
By DAN STEWARD

E was camped on Crooked
Brook tha winter I’m tellin’
you about. The brook is
’bout two miles from Scraggley Lake,
runs out of the lake to the east. We
had in a big outfit that wintergettin’
spruce logs for the W. D. Company,
and it sure was an awful winter. We
was bothered by the lack of snow the
first of it, and then we was bothered
with too much, and the country was
hard for logging. All big nubbles an’
hilly. Two of the biggest nubbles,
Black Cap an’ Johnson’s Peak, we
had to snub down made regular ram
downs of ’em. This was the winter
of ’18, if I recollect rightly, an’ men
got to be awful scarce the last of it,
an’ so, instead of getting good woods
men, we took everything we could
get and everybody that come in was
sure of a job. ’Long in December,
the last month, we got some twenty
or thirty men from Boston and New
York, an’ if you know what those
fellers are in the woods, you must
know what we was up against. Not
a man had ever worked in the woods,
hardly one of them had ever seen the
woods, they didn’t know how to
work, an’ it seemed as if they didn’t
come in to work. Sullivan, the boss,
was like a bear with a sore ear all
that winter an’ spring. Amongst
this last crowd, though, was one
little feller who was just as bad as
the rest, with one exception. He was
willin’ to do and tried his hardest,
but he was a misfit all around. He
didn’t know any more than the rest
of ’em, but he tried. The boss put
him to swampin’ an’ he couldn’t
swamp; he tried him on the yards an’
he was no good; we put him on a
cookee’s job, an’ inside of five hours
the cook gave his notice. We made
him bull-cook an’ the first day we
lost nine men. He was so anxious to
stay that it seemed too bad to put
him on the tote-road, but what could
you do. He was a little chunk of a
man, red-headed, an’ with a crooked
eye, an’ one of those mild, quiet

W

To go ahead, keep your head

men; one of them fellers, you know,
who side-step an’ hurry right away
from there if you speak rough to ’em,
and Sullivan’s camp that winter was
no place for a trouble-dodger. Well,
every mornin’ we’d decide to let this
feller go, but he sorter stayed ’round
till he got in twenty or thirty days,
and then came a day when we was
short on it for teamsters, and in
comes the little feller an’ wants a
team. Sullivan an’ I was in the
office alone when he come in. In his
scared way he put up a great talk for
some horses; said he’d handled horses
all his life; claimed he knew horses
every way from the hoofs up, an’ if
we’d let him have a team he’d show
us. Well, he was there, he was no
earthly good for anything else, an’
we needed men, so Sullivan says:
“All right, feller, take the big bay
team, Colonel an’ Major, an’ you
haul logs. I’ll keep my eye on you,
an’ if you ain’t up with the rest off
you go, an’ if you hurt either horse
you’ll stay right in here when the
rest go out.” I guess he thought if
he stayed any longer something
would happen, for he just grinned
and ducked out.
It must have been a week or ten
days ’fore I happened to go into the
bunk-house, but one night I drifted
over to see what was doin’. I hadn’t
heard much about the haulin’, bein’
busy in the office, an’ the Deacon’s
Seat is a mighty good place to get
camp news, you know. I was lookin’
over the scale where it was posted
an’ I see this bay team, Corrigan,
driver, was crawlin’ up on the leaders
every day. I looked ’round for him
but he wasn’t to be seen, an’ one of
the boys told me he was in the hovel
with his horses, said he stayed there
most of the time. I took pains the
next day to look his team over an’
they looked like colts. I talked with
Sullivan that night an’ he said this
little guy was the best teamster on
the job; got more out of his team an’
the team did the best of any of ’em.
It run along till into spring, an’ now
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Corrigan’s team was top-hole team,
was gainin’ every day. Course all
the other teamsters was jealous of
him, an’ they razooded him every
way they could. One of the other
teamsters greased old Colonel’s
mouth one Sunday, an’ Corrigan
chased him out of the woods with an
axe. Another time one of the drivers
twice Corrigan’s size, struck Major
with a shovel, an’ we had a three
days invalid on our hands, an’ after
that Corrigan slept in the hovel with
the team. I was on Black Cap one
day watching him come down on the
warp. He got about a third of the
way down and the warp broke. It
looked like a sluiced team an’ a dead
teamster, with five thousand feet of
spruce pushin’ ’em, but the team and
load thundered down the Cap, the
bays makin’ twenty foot jumps, an’
Corrigan, master of horses, easing,
pulling, talking an’ holdin’ his pets.
He lifted ’em round the curve at the
bottom, and swung onto the flat all
right except for bein’ some winded.
I went down an’ told him what he
was to try an’ bring in a sluiced team
an’ he just grinned an’ says “I stay
with the horses.” After that, noth
in’ was too good for the big fellers
nor for Corrigan, neither, and when
we got done haulin’ off the bays was
top team, an’ looked like yearlin’s.
Well, that job was over an’ we broke
camp an’ sent all the teams an’ men
out except this team an’ Corrigan.
We was all done with those camps
an’ was goin’ to move some wangin
stuff over to the depot camps on the
Brook, an’ we decided one team
could do it easy. It was over the old
Canadian road to Scraggley, an’
acrost the lower arm of the lake, an’
then about a mile to the camps, for
we was goin’ to camp next year on
the main brook. It still held good,
but of course ’twas getting late in
the spring. Sullivan and I went out
one day to the depot camps, an’ with
one thing an’ another we didn’t get
back to camp that night. We told
the clerk to wait till we come back
before he started the team, for we
wanted to find out ’bout the ice, an’
to know whether to try and come
acrost the cove or round by the foot

of the lake, a longer haul, but safer.
I never knew why we didn’t start
back in the mornin’ early that day
but we puttered ’round doin’ this an’
that till ’bout dinner time an’ then
we started. We got to the lake an’
in the cove was a big hole an’ lots of
water. We skirted ’round the foot
of the lake an’ decided we’d have to
haul that way, bushed a road a little,
an’ struck for the camp. About the
first question the fool clerk asked us
when we got to the office was where
we met Corrigan an’ the bays; said
by us not cornin’ back he supposed
we wanted the team started, so he’d
loaded it with boom chains, told him
how to get to the Depot Camps, an’
let him go. I never saw such a look
in any man’s eyes as come into old
Sullivan’s when the feller got done
talkin’, an’ I’ve seen some tough
times in the bush, too. I gathered
me an axe-handle an’ kinder slid
between ’em, for I wouldn’t have
given a nickel for our clerk that
minute. After a minute Sullivan
says, “No, we didn’t meet him, but
we know where he is.” Of course
then it was too late an’ dark to do
anything, but the next mornin’ we
struck just as the day dawned, and
when we got to Scraggley the hole
was considerable bigger, so we had
to get a bateau to work with. We
went out and fished ’round with pick
poles, hopin’ we wouldn’t find any
thing, an’ yet knowin’ what was
there. Finally we hooked onto some
thing, an’ all hands pulled in an’ up
come old Colonel and Major with
all their traces unhooked, Major’s
hames and pole-straps loose, an’ be
tween ’em little Corrigan, with one
hand twisted in Colonel’s mane an’
the other caught in the hames. And
we pulled all three bodies onto the
ice an’ looked. You see Corrigan,
never havin’ drove team in the
woods knew nothing about getting
horses out of the water by chocking
’em, so when his pets went in, he
went in with ’em, the almost last
buckle he had to navigate had stuck,
an’ they’d gone together. Now we
ain’t very soft in the woods, see too
much of the hard side of life as a
general thing, an’ I never helped
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bury many horses, but somehow,
lookin’ at the mess, an’ thinkin’ of
what the little man went through all
alone when he could have saved him
self so easy, I looked at Sullivan and
darned if the old feller, hard as he
was, didn’t look kind of teary, so I
give a few orders myself. On the
shore was a beautiful knoll, and
almost alone on it stood a towering
pine, standing like a sentinel keeping
watch over the woods and waters,
an’ in this knoll we load the two big
bay horses and Corrigan, and there
they sleep now. Colonel and Major,
and Corrigan, Teamster, an’ if he
had a stone to mark his grave, it
seems to me a good line to put on it
would be “He stayed with the
Horses.”
—From the Pycolog (Parker-Young)

Trees
Trees that bend, trees that fall,
Trees that stand, defying all.
Trees with branches bare and dead,
Trees with leaves, gold, green and red;
Mighty trees that cleave the sky!
Trees with breezes moan and sigh.
Trees with branches spreading low,
Whispering trees, that tremble so!
Apple trees, all gnarled and bent,
Fragrant trees, with piney scent,
Slim and white the birch tree stands—
Trees that wait, like outstretched hands.
Little, thin, clean, baby trees,
Throbbing lives that no one sees,
Trees and trees, great forests dark!
Strong and frail, o’erhung and stark.
I could live and live at ease
Among my friends, the forest trees.
—Loreine M. Fletcher.
Greenville, Maine, High School Class ’25

Lumber Industry on Penobscot
{Continued from page 9)

construction of the tramway be
tween Eagle and Chamberlain lakes.
This is an endless-chain arrange
ment that runs over the three miles
between the two lakes and carries a
continuous stream of logs over with
it. This has been now abandoned
for several years; it was not found
to be profitable.

Tourist at Niagara—“Are we near
the falls yet?”
Guide—“Yes, sir. As soon as the
ladies stop talking you will hear the
roar.”—Philadelphia Public Ledger.

What a man isn’t up on he is usually down on

As a General Rule

it is Hard
to apologize; to be unselfish;
to pay our bills; to listen to
advice; to profit by errors; to
hold our tempers; to forgive
and forget; to observe Safety
First; to use good judgment;
to take merited censure; to
get up in the morning; to ac
knowledge our mistakes and
to keep silent, be careful,
courteous; and smile, always!
but say!
In the long run of life, it is
well worth while!

